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Abstract
I. I ride the street cars, The dirty, sweat-smelling street cars everyday...
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bus on me Monday morning . . . No . . .no, . . . I just ain't 
going to school no more." 
She turned and stared at Pa. Pa could not meet her eyes. 
Robin Coon, H. Ec. Jr. 
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1. 
I ride the street cars, 
The dirty, sweat-smelling street cars everyday. 
The poor ones ride with me. 
The colored ones, 
The Jews, 
We dangle from straps that are worn by many hands. 
We see more people 
Through a window that isn't open, 
That is dirty with the monotony of use. 
I see the rich ones ride by in their expensive cars. 
I see a girl's hair blowing across her face in her convertible. 
I see the wind making her cool and clean. 
I smell the dust and sweat of me. 
I ride the street cars. 
I am the Gentile. 
II. 
I am the Jew 
Who hurries to catch the street cars. 
I am the Jew who owns the corner 
Grocery store. 
I keep it open on Sunday because other stores are not open. 
I stand behind my counter, wearing a dirty apron. 
I watch the faces of the people who buy an extra quart of 
milk. 
I am the Jew who fingers the money 
And rides the street cars. 
I am the Jew. 
III. 
I am the Negro whose nose is flat. 
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I am the Negro whose lips are thick. 
My skin is brown, my skin is black. 
I stand on the streets. I walk on the sidewalks. 
I own a car with shiny horns and chromium do-dads. 
I have a girl. 
I have little brothers and sisters. 
I am the Negro. 
I have a car with shiny do-dads on it 
Because it is all that I own. 
IV. 
I am the god who created 
The Gentile, 
The Jew, 
The Negro. 
I was sitting in a street car one day. 
I spat on the floor and created 
The Gentile, 
The Jew, 
And the Negro. 
V. 
I made the dust 
That gets into their eyes, 
The sweat that runs off their backs. 
I made the grime that they hate. 
I make the winds to blow, 
The sun to shine, 
The street cars to sway up the long hills 
Every night around five 
In the burning, sweltering sun. 
I am the god who created 
The Gentiles, 
The Jews, 
And the Negroes. 
I am the people. 
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